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Poem. 

He once sail the seven seas and enjoyed his Rum, Bum and Tobacco but now he lies below. 
The shirt lifter's skeleton lies still, Beneath the earth so cold and still, No longer does it dance 
and sway, Or frolic in the light of day. 

Once it was a living frame, Full of love and joy and pain, But now its flesh has turned to dust, 
And all that's left is bones and rust. 

Yet still its memory lives on, In the hearts of those it shone, A beacon of hope, love, and pride, 
A symbol of a life well-lived. 

So let us honour this brave soul, Whose journey now has reached its goal, And celebrate the life 
it led, The legacy it left ahead. 

For though its body may be gone, Its spirit lives forever on, In every heart that beats with love, 
And every soul that soars above. 


By Donald Jay 


